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Apart from occasional puffs, which seemed to come in-
discriminately from all the cardinal points in turn, the
wind was in abeyance as we descended the last gentle slope of
Shuwaikila and stepped upon gravel for the first time for
about six weeks. The camels knew the difference at once and
minced along gingerly, for the gravel was sharp and hot.
Their soft feet suffered agonies, and the great animals from
time to time almost collapsed with a sudden buckling move-
ment as they trod on something extra unpleasant. To add to
our troubles the afternoon had turned piping hot under the
naked sun. A Wagtail greeted us with its unfamiliar chirrup
and lied from us with graceful dives, but it was the only sign
of life in that waste scene. The only vegetation, if one may
call it so, was Sabot grass, as dry as tinder and so close cropped
by the desert winds that it was scarcely visible though it
tickled one's bare feet like needle points set on end.
As soon as we reached the main Sahma strip and struck
down the midst of it with the bordering sands on either side,
I dismounted to examine and collect specimens of the gravel,
which seemed in general to be very similar to that of the bare
spaces in Jafura and about Maqainama. The pebbles indeed
constitute a fairly complete sample of the igneous and other
rocks of Western Arabia, and I have little doubt that all the
pebble-strands of the central and eastern parts of the penin-
sula can be traced back ultimately to the great core of
primary rocks, of which the Hijaz mountains and the
plateau east of them are composed.1 The gravel must have
been brought down to these eastern beaches by the action of
water, and we now know beyond all possibility of doubt that
great rivers flowed across this part of Arabia in ancient
times at least as far as the longitude of Shanna and Bir
Padhil.
My interest in anything so ridiculously useless as gravel
disturbed my companions, who felt no inclination to stand by
in the stifling heat. Abu Ja'sha, the proud possessor of the
only umbrella in our party, rode past me apparently absorbed
in the weary task of goading on the few animate that carried
baggage but no rider, Ot&ers, as they passed, looked at m©
1 See Appendix:.

